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To live alone as I do here, falling into bed after hours
of silence and waking to silence again, is to acquire a new
perceptiveness. Silence is not silent; you begin to hear and
feel the growth of natural things; your finger seems to lie
on the pulse of earth herself. Often I went'into the Grave-
yard at Chepping when I was a boy, for I thought: Not
this man or that woman, as they were in life, looks up at
me through the grass, but beings who, in their long dark-
ness and silence, have learned to see and hear as they could
not on earth. If they are reconciled with the roots of trees
and the bulbs of flowers and have heard the first movement
of water under ground and have a community with the
swiftness of fallen birds, rotted and buried from the eyes
of men, certainly they must hear me, though I say nothing,
and understand me, though all my thought is troubled
and in confusion. And as I imagined then that the dead
felt and saw, so I am beginning now to see and feel. A
voice from the outside world stirs me as the wind a harp-
string. And I seem less to hear what is said and to interpret
it in its own terms than to receive the essence of the speaker.
That is why I wrote what made you angry.
You are in this room with me now more closely than
you have ever been. Your presence enters into me and
becomes a part of me. And if I say only that I love you,
I am using language of which my life has outrun' the
meaning. One loves what is external to oneself and you
have ceased to be external to me. Yet there is no other
language I may use, and the words arise again and again—
I love, I worship, I desire.
I am filled with thoughts that delight and burn me, but
I am filled also with expectation of such a tranquillity as
I have always dreamed of. The burning thought and the
tranquil expectation are enemies now; but they are inter-
locked: without one, the other could not be fulfilled, and
I would not have it otherwise.
When I think of returning to you, and of your receiving
me, and of the miracle of seeing with my eyes the bodily
presentment of what you have become within me, all my
memories and half-memories of happiness, all my long-

